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PREFACE. 


To  the  newly  awakened  interest  for  folk-lore  and  its  literature,  the  following 
series  of  cradle-songs  is  an  humble  contribution : 

The  book  does  not  mean  to  be  an  exhaustive  summary  of  existing  cradle-songs, 
but  gives  only  a  number  of  such  as  appeared  worthy  of  the  artist’s  illustration  ; 
and  picture  and  music  are  intended  to  go  hand  in  hand,  in  order  to  convey  the 
richness  and  similarity  of  feeling  in  songs  that  are  at  once  the  most  natural 
outflow  of  a  mother’s  heart  in  all  nations,  and  the  first  musical  and  rhythmical 
sounds  impressed  upon  the  senses  of  the  infant.  To  faithfully  represent  the 
variety  of  thought  that  must  always  run  in  the  same  channel — (for  the  mother 
bending  over  the  cradle  of  her  babe  and  lulling  it  to  slumber  has,  through  all 
ages,  whispered  the  same  tender  words) — cradle-songs  of  widely  different  nations 
have  here  been  placed  together.  Many  of  them  will  appear  in  fixed  characters  for 
the  first  time ;  for  those  only,  for  the  most  part,  have  been  chosen  that  for 
generations  have  been  transmitted  from  mother  to  daughter,  from  nurse  to  child. 
These,  though  sung  over  almost  every  cradle  in  their  respective  countries,  could 
yet  only  be  ascertained  by  having  them  sung  to  us  by  those  who  had  heard  and 
repeated  them  many  hundred  times.  The  Zulu,  the  Japanese,  the  Dutch,  the 
Swedish,  the  Hungarian,  the  German  and  many  others  have  thus  come  into  our 
possession. 

Kind  friends  in  different  parts  of  the  world,  in  Syria,  in  China,  among  the 
Indians  of  the  far  west,  have  sent  us  contributions,  while  in  our  immediate 
neighborhood  friends  of  foreign  birth  have  supplemented  what  seemed  lacking  in 
this  collection.  From  high  and  low  we  have  gathered,  and  we  take  this  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  heartily  thanking  every  one  of  our  kind  helpers,  for  their  efforts,  their 
gifts  and  their  manifold  trouble. 
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Oftentimes  the  versions  of  a  cradle-song  by  persons  of  the  same  nationality 
were  widely  different,  and  only  by  constant  comparison,  aided  at  times  by  accident, 
could  the  best  known  and  most  frequently  used  melody  be  ascertained.  Some, 
like  Eve’s,  Danae’s  and  the  Virgin’s,  had  of  course  to  be  original  compositions. 
The  same  is  the  case  with  the  Italian  lullaby.  A  few  only,  as  the  well-known 
lullaby  by  Whittaker,  the  Scotch  Cradle-Song  and  the  Hottentot  Melody,  have,  so 
far  as  we  know,  been  in  print  before.  This  is  true  also  of  the  Irish  and  Malabar 
melodies  which  with  their  words  belong  to  the  oldest  and  most  reliable  collections 
placed  at  our  disposal. 

In  many  cases  the  original  words  of  each  country’s  language  are  added.  A 
few  baby  rhymes  are  interspersed  when  a  lullaby  in  any  one  language  could  not 
be  obtained. 

These  few  remarks  seemed  necessary  to  explain  at  once  the  intentions  of  the 
compilers  and  their  limits. 

Let  us  hope,  that,  while  the  songs  may  bring  some  pleasure  to  many  mothers  and 
children,  they  may  also  be  the  key  for  opening  up  for  future  times  an  unexpected 
treasure  of  as  yet  hidden  wealth  of  poetry  and  music  of  a  similar  character. 

REINHOLD  L.  HERMAN. 
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Sleep,  sleep,  little  Cain  ! 

Thy  father  is  delving  with  labor  and  pain, 

He  works  for  our  needs, 

But  the  thistles  and  weeds 
Grow  high  o’er  the  dark,  burning  plain. 

Yet,  why  should  I  grieve  ? 

Thy  fond  mother  Eve 
Will  never — never  complain, 

While  she  rocks  little  Cain — 

Little  Cain ! 

Sleep,  sleep,  little  Cain  ! 

Thy  sleep  may  be  deep,  is  thy  mother’s 
refrain ; 

In  her  dreams  oft  she  sees 
’Mong  the  flowers  and  trees 
A  garden,  where  she  walks  once  again. 
But  no  more  shall  she  eat 
Of  those  fruits,  rare  and  sweet, 
YeTshefll  never — never  complain, 
WhihT she  rocks  little  Cain — 
Little  Cain  ! 


8 


9 


Ro,  ro  til  Baltanskjaer, 
Hvormange  Fiske  drog  han  der? 
En  til  Fa’er  og  en  til  Mo’er, 

En  til  Sdster  og  en  til  Bro’er 
Og  en  til  ham  som  Fisken  drog. 


NORWEGIAN  CRADLE-SONG 


Allegretto. 
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Row,  row  to  Baltanrock !  How 
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Zoo  rijden  de  Heeren 
Met  linn  mooije  Kleeren. 
Zoo  rijden  de  Vrouwen 
Met  hnn  bonte  Mouwen. 
Dan  Komt  de  Akkerman 
Met  zijn  paardjes  achterann. 
Zieht  hoe  Keesje  rijden  Kan  ! 
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DUTCH  BABY -SONG. 


Quad  Maestoso. 
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how  my  ba  -  by,  too,  can  ride ! 
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DANAE’S  CRADLE -SONG. 


When,  in  the  carven  chest,  the  winds  that  blew,  and  waves  in  wild  unrest 
Smote  her  with  fear — she,  not  with  cheeks  unwet,  her  arms  of  love  round 
Perseus  set,  and  said  : 
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wild,  weird  lul-la-by  chant  the  gales ; 


She,  a  proud  king’s  daughter,  Zeus’  own  be-lov-ed,  Calls 
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love  ne’er  fails . 
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A  AN  A 11 

From  Simonides 


cOxb  Xagvaxi  hv  dcudaXia  avtfioq 
ftQSfifi  jtvecov,  xlvrjd-sloa  6h  Xifiva 
del/iazL  bqeljisv,  ovr  adiavxcuOi 
Tcagsialq,  dficpi  re  JJeqOu  fiaXs 
<piXav  XSQct,  ELJtev  xe. 

d)  xhxoq 

olov  hyoo  jiovov,  6v  dgaaixslq  yaXa&r/vco 
x  ijxoQi  xvcbooeiq  hv  dxeQjtsl  dibfiaxi 
yaXx£oy6[i<pcp  6e,  vvxxiXa/ixsi 
xvavhco  xs  dgoya)  :  xv  dgavaXtav 
vjtEQ&B  x £av  xofiav  Pa&eZav 
jiagiovxoq  xv[i(txoq  ovx  aXhyuq. 

(ex  tCdv  (jiepibv.) 
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CHINESE  BABY- SONG. 


Quad  Allegro  molto. 
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Baloo,  baloo,  my  wee,  wee  thing, 

0  saftly  close  thy  blinkin’  e’e! 

Baloo,  baloo,  my  wee,  wee  thing, 

For  thou  art  doubly  dear  to  me. 


20 


Scotch  Cradle-Song. 


Fine. 


21 


HUNGARIAN  CRADLE-SONG. 


Andante. 
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Hush,  my  dar-ling,  hush,  my  dar-ling;  Hark,  thy  moth-er  sings  a  lay:  She, who  bore  thee. 
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she,  who  clasps  thee,  Her  only  joy,  that  takes  her  ma  -  ny  griefs  a  -  way ! 
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Bolcso  mellet — Bolcso  mellet — 
Zengi  altato  dallat — 


A  sziilo  ki — kin’s  gondok  kozt. 

Kis  sziilottjet  oleli  at: 

A  csecsemo  majdan  ifjuva  lesz 
Majdan  ferfi  korban  lep — 

Eden  az  egesz  vilag  ! 
Eden  az  egesz  vilag ! 


Dallra  fel  kit  az  Eg  dallal  megdlda! 

; 

Dallra  fel  kit  az  Eg  dallal  megalda ! 


Koltonk  mondja  szent  szavaban — 
Dali — dall  az  egesz  vil&g. 
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SONG  FROM  MALABAR. 


Shuga  tarunni  gena  manni  jumanni  maguda  malighena  ciolledo  ciolledd  Khrusna  Khrusna 

Khrusna  lil&mdam. 
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bird  darts  to  and  fro  In  the  sun’s  light ;  With  all  •  col  -  ours  he’s  be  -  dight,  And  his 
raffe  will  seek  his  food  With-out  all  fear ;  Does  not  know  the  hunt-er ’s  near,  So  it 
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plumes  shine  -gay  ,and  bright  In  the  light .  .  What  a  pret-ty  wight! 

brow  -  ses  there  and  here  With-out  fear... .  Pooh !  there  lies  the  deer! 


Melody  and  Suggestions  from  Wbkeblin’s  “  Compilations  of  Brunettes ,  etc."  Paris. 
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AN  IRISH  LULLABY. 


Hush  !  baby  dear,  weep  not  awhile, 

And  o’er  thee  shall  such  treasures  smile, 
As  did  thy  regal  sires  once  own 
In  the  green  land  of  Conn  and  Owen. 
Hush !  baby  dear,  and  weep  no  more ; 
Hush  !  darling  mine,  my  heart’s  fond  store ; 
My  countless  griefs,  my  thousand  woes, 

These  tears  thy  infant  needs  dis-  - 
close. 

Thou  shalt  obtain,  by  strife  or 
shift, 

The  cloak  of  Dulaing* 
Eval’s  gift — 

That  viewless  left  his 
frame  in  fight, 

While  hosts  fell  slain  be¬ 
neath  his  might. 

Hush  !  baby  dear,  and 
weep  no  more, 
etc.,  etc. 
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AN  IRISH  CRADLE-SONG. 


4  Great  Fingal’s  sword  I, hat  blazed  in  fight, 
The  dart  of  Dermod,  chief  of  might ; 

And  Oscar’s  helm,  that  brightly  shone 
When  low  he  laid  the  brave  MacTreoin. 
Hush,  my  babe,  and  weep  no  more ; 

Hush,  darling  mine,  my  heart’s  fond  store; 
My  countless  griefs,  my  thousand  woes. 
These  tears  thy  infant  needs  disclose. 


5  Thine,  too,  shall  be  a  queenly  flow’r, 
More  fair  to  view,  in  blooming  bow’r, 
Than  that  fam’d  prize  which  Priam’s  son, 
The  Trojan  chief,  from  Greece  once  won. 
Dainty  sweets  and  wine  I’ll  bring, 

With  raiment  meet  for  chief  and  king; 
But,  lo !  these  treasures  end  my  store — 
Thy  mother  comes ;  I’ll  give  no  more. 
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Si  l’enfant  sommeille 
II  verra  l’abeille, 

Quand  elle  aura  fait 
miel 

Danser  entre  terre  et  ciel. 


Si  l’enfant  repose, 

Un  ange  tout  rose 
Que  la  nuit  seule  on  peut 
voir 

Viendra  lui  dire  bon-soir. 


Si  1 ’enfant  est  sage, 

Sur  son  doux  visage 
La  Vierge  se  penchera 
Et  longtemps  lui  parlera. 


Si  mon  enfant  m’aime, 
Lieu  dira  lui-meme  : 
J’aime  cet  enfant  qui 
dort, 

Qu’on  lui  porte  un  reve 
d’or ! 
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HOTTENTOT  CRADLE -SONG. 
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Sogna  un  cielo  piii  seren. 
Sogna  e  ridi,  sul  tuo  viso 
Mondi  e  cieli  io  troverd, 
Nei  tuoi  sogni  d  il  para- 
diso 


Di  colei  che  ti  porto. 
Dormi ! 

Dormi ! 


'  '  .■  • 


NINNA-NANNA. 

j  m 

Dormi,  dormi  o  mia  bambina,  ^jg 
Sui  tuoi  sonni  io  vegliero, 

Sino  all’  alba  mattutina 
II  tuo  riso  attendero. 

Dormi  o  fior  dell’  amor  mio, 

Mio  tormento  e  il  mio  piacer, 
Chiudi  gli  occhi  ed  apri  in  Dio 
La  pupilla  del  pensier. 

Dormi ! 

Sogna  i  fior  del  tuo  paese, 

Sogna  il  latte  del  mio  sen, 

a  un  mondo  piti  cortese, 
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Dormi,  fili,  dormi !  mater 
Cantat  unigenito: 

Dormi,  pner,  dormi !  pater 
Nato  clamat  parvulo  : 
Millies  tibi  landes  canimus 
Mille,  mille,  millies. 


Dormi  cor,  et  mens  thronus ; 

Dormi  matris  jubilum  ; 
Aurium  coelestis  sonus 
Et  suave  sibilum  ! 

Millies  tibi,  etc.,  etc. 


Ne  quid  desit,  sternam  rosis 
Sternam  foenum  violis, 
Pavimentum  hyacinthis 
Et  praesepe  liliis, 

Millies  tibi,  etc.,  etc. 


Si  vis  musicam,  pastoreS 
Convocabo  protinus ; 

Ulis  nulli  sunt  priores 
Nemo  cantat  castius. 

Millies  tibi 

laudes  canimus 
Mille,  mille, 

millies. 
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RUSSIAN  CRADLE -SONG. 


Moderate. 
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Spi  mladenetz  moi  prekrasny 


Bajushki  bayu, 

Ticho  smotrit  myesyatz  yasny 

V  kolybel  tvoyu. 

Stanu  skazivat  ya  skazky 

Piesseuky  spoyu, 

Spi,  drugh  moi  odinoky 

V  kolybel  tvoyu. 
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Tula  m’twana  warni 
Unyoko  nya  hamba 
Uko  lima  insimu 
Unyoko  nya  ukuka  amanzi. 
Tula  m’twana  wami 
Unyoko  uya  hamba 
Uko  lima  insimu 
Unyoko  uya  teza  izinkuni. 


Hush  thee,  my  baby, 

Thy  mother’s  o’er  the  mountains  gone, 
There  she  will  dig  the  little  garden- 
patch, 

And  water  she’ll  fetch  from  the  river. 

Ah !  hush  thee,  my  baby, 

Thy  mother ’s  o’er  the  mountains  gone, 
There  she  will  dig  the  little  garden- 
patch, 

And  wood  she  will  bring  from  the  forest. 
Hush  thee,  my  baby ! 
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ZULU  CRADLE-SONG. 
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sleep,  dear  lit-tle  Pier- 


Fais  dM6,  Pierrot,  mon  p’tit  fr^re, 
Fais  d&do,  pauvre  p’tit  Pierrot. 
Dedans  son  bercean 
II  a  du  b&b6, 

Pauvre  p’tit  Pierrot, 

Qui  fait  son  ddd6. 

Fais  dM6,  Pierrot,  mon  p’tit  fr6re, 

Fais  d&dd,  pauvre  p’tit  Pierrot. 

Maman  est  la  haut, 

Qui  fait  des  g&teaux 
Pour  le  p’tit  Pierrot, 

Qui  fait  son  d&do. 

Fais  ddd6?  Pierrot,  mon  p’tit  fr&re, 

Fais  d&d6,  pauvre  p’tit  Pierrot. 

Papa  est  sur  1’ean, 

Qui  fait  des  bateaux 
Pour  le  p’tit  Pierrot, 

Qui  fait  son  dddd. 

Fais  dddd,  Pierrot,  mon  p’tit  fr&re, 

Fais  d&do,  pauvre  p’tit  Pierrot. 


BRETON  CRADLE-SONG. 


Andantino. 
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Go  to  sleep,  you  poor  lit  -  tie  dar-ling,  go  to 
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rot !  Mam-ma  is  be  -  low,  She’s  kneading  the  dough  For  cakes  for  Pierrot,  Whom  we  all  love 
rot !  Pa  -  pa ’s  out  to  row,  And  when  he  comes — oh !  A  boat  he  will  show, That  he  made  for  Pier- 
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so  l  v  Go  to  sleep,  you  poor  lit  -  tie  dar  -  ling,  Go  to  sleep,  dear  lit  -  tie  Pier  -  rot ! 
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JAPANESE  CRADLE-SONG. 


j )  jy  Quasi  Allegretto . 
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1.  Sleep,  sleep  on  the  floor, 

2.  Far  o’er  the  mountain  will  I 


oh !  be  good  and  slum  -  her ; 
go and ....  buy  thee 


For,  when  thou 
All  sorts  of 
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Nen  neko  okorori  nen  neko  yo 
Bo  yawa  yoi  ko  de  gozarimasu 


Bo  yaga  nen  neko  shila  atode 


Yama  saka  ko  yede  ikimasho. 
Ashitawa  haiyaku  omezamete. 


Akano  manma  ni  toto  soyete 


-Zambu  zambuto  agimasho. 
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morn  -  ing,  Thou  shalt  eat  red . .  beans  and 


art  a-sleep,  Just  hear,  what  I  shall  do,  dear, 
pret  -  ty  toys.  And  bring  them  home  to  ba  -  by. 
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And  when  thou  ear  -  ly  wak’st  to  -  mor-row 
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Ro,  ro,  barnen — 

Kattenre  hanger  i  granen, 
Mor  mal  grynen 
Far  slaktar  swinen, 

Syster  gar  i  grdnen  lund, 
Plakar  blammar  i  sin  mund 
Plakar  blammar  till  barnen. 


SWEDISH  CRADLE- SONG. 

■  Andante. 
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Hush,  hush,  ba-by  mine ;  Pus-sy  climbs  the 
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Pa  to  kill  the  pig ’s  gone  ;  Sis-ter ’s  in  the 
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That  he  soon  may 
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crawl  and  creep,  And  may  call :  Pa-pa,  -  -Mam-ma. 
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AMERICAN  INDIAN  CRADLE-SONG. 

FROM  THE  CHEROKEE  TRIBE. 
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DANISH  CRADLE -SONG. 


Visselulle,  mit  lille  Barn ! 
Moer  sidder  o g  vinder  Garn, 
Faer  gaar  paa  Langebro, 


Kjober  Barnet  nye  Sko, 
Nye  Sko  med  Spaender, 
Saa  sover  Barnet  laenger. 
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Schlaf,  Kindchen, 

W  schlaf! 

Dein  Yater  hiit’t  die  Schaf; 


« 


Mutter 

schiittelt  ’s  Baumblein, 
Da  fallt  herab 


ein  Traumelein. 


Schlaf,  Kindchen,  schlaf! 
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NORTH-GERMAN 


CRADLE  -  SONG. 
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NORTH  GERMAN  CRADLE -SONG. 
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GERMAN  CRADLE -SONG. 


56 


Lu — lullabeichen, 


Leg  auch  hiibsch  brav 
Zucker  d’ran, 


Dass  das  Kind  schon 
schlafen  kann. 


GERMAN 

CRADLE -SONG. 
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Koch’  inei’m  Kind  ein 
Breichen, 
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(publi.  Lu — lullabeichen. 
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NORWEGIAN  BABY -SONG. 

FROM  THE  PROVINCE  OF  BERGEN. 

(Stbeet  Dialect.) 

Pusekatten  ligger  under  Omen  og  klager  al  sin  Nod  ; 
Han  har  saa  ondt  i  Hode  sit  det  bliver  vist  lians  Dod. 
Glaeder  e-der  alle  Smaamysserne,  nu  er  Pusekatten  do 
Nu  kan  vi  gaa  i  Spiskammeret  og  spise  Smorrebro. 
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DANISH  CRADLE- SONG. 
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Sleep,  sleep,  lit-tle  mouse  !  The  fields  your  fa-ther 
Sov,  lil-le  Barn,  sot!  Din  Faer  gaar  bag 
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AMERICAN  CRADLE- SONG. 
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CHINESE  NURSERY- SONG. 
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When  he  got  up,  he  could  not  get  down,  But 
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Ma  -  ma  -  ma ! . . .  Ma  -  ma  -  ma ! 
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Quasi  'presto. 


O 


64 


* 


■ 


Boston  Public  Library 

Central  Library,  Copley  Square 

Division  of 

Reference  and  Research  Services 

Music  Department 


The  Date  Due  Card  in  the  pocket  indi¬ 
cates  the  date  on  or  before  which  this 
book  should  be  returned  to  the  Library. 

Please  do  not  remove  cards  from  this 
pocket. 


BOSTON  PUBLIC  LIBRARY 


3  9999  08679  705  5 


